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,  and  forgive  it.  Please 
You  will  regret  this— oh. 


reconsider  things.  You  will  regret  t 
terribly— if  you  do  not.  Please  change  your 
mind.  Do  you  think  I  like  forcing  myself 
upon  you  ?  I  beg  of  you  to  tell  me  your 
secret,  because  I  have  your  true  interest  at 


Mademoiselle,  and  that  is,  an  emphatic 'No.' 

last  person  on  earth  to  whom  I  would  tell  it.” 

As  1  spoke  I  rang  the  bell.  My  servant 
entered. 

“  Show  this  lady  downstairs,”  I  said. 


him  with  my  ml 
following  reply— 

“  Do  nothing  but  get  away,”  were  his  brief 
and  emphatic  words. 

All  tne  next  day  I  was  busy  packing  and 
settling  my  affairs,  and  the  following  morning, 
at  eight  o’clock,  Tracey  and  I,  with  my  large 
Newfoundland  dog  Zulu,  had  left  Charing 
Cross  en  route  for  Portugal.  It  was  only  at 
the  last  moment  that  I  decided  to  take  Zulu 
with  me.  He  was  a  splendid  animal,  and  had 
been  iny  constant  companion  since  his  puppy- 
hood.  Our  journey  to  Cintra  took  place 


mifortable  hotel  I 
congratulated  myself  on  having  left  England 
and  France  so  far  behind.  I  surely  must  be 
safe  in  this  remote  corner  of  the  world.  It 
was  therefore  with  an  elation  of  heart  that  I 
received  my  first  impressions  of  the  charming 
spot  where  Tracey's  work  lay. 

The  little  village  was  situated  close  to  the 
base  of  a  range  of  granite  mountains,  the 
extreme  continuation  of  the  Estrella.  The 
mountains  were  clothed  with  verdure  and 
trees  of  every  variety  and  size.  Towering 
above  us,  on  twin  peaks,  stood  an  old  ruined 
Moorish  castle  and  the  new  royal  castle  of 
the  Pena. 

We  arrived  at  Cintra  about  midday,  and 
immediately  after  lunch  we  started  out  to 
climb  to  the  Moorish  castle  in  company  with 

show  Tracey  the  site  of  the  projected  new 
road.  While  they  were  talking  business  I 
had  time  to  take  in  the  romantic  loveliness 
and  exquisite  richness  of  the  colouring  around 
me.  The  trees  were  just  budding,  birds 
were  singing,  and  the  air  was  full  of  the 
sweet  scent  of  heliotrope  that  hung  in  clusters 
on  the  walls  of  the  quintas  as  we  climbed 


and  dales,  for  surely  the 
enemy  would  scarcely  follow  an  inoffensive 
and  innocent  man  to  this  remote  part  of 
Portugal. 

I  recall  my  sensations  on  this  first  day  very 
vividly,  because  of  the  darker  recollections 
which  were  so  soon  to  follow. 

The  next  morning  Tracey  and  I  started  off 
again  to  the  site  of  his  work.  Already  some 
Portuguese  labourers  were  busy  clearing 
timber  and  blasting  rocks.  The  latter 
operation  interested  me  considerably.  A 
deep  hole  was  drilled  into  the  centre  of  a 
boulder,  into  this  a  handful  of  dynamite  was 
poured— then  a  little  moss  was  pushed  on 
the  top,  and  the  fuse  inserted.  After  it  was 
lit  we  scrambled  away  to  a  safe  spot.  In  a 
couple  of  minutes  a  terrific  roar  rent  the  air, 
and  the  great  granite  boulder  lay  split  into 
half  a  dozen  fragments. 

I  had  spent  over  a  week  at  Lawrence’s 
Hotel,  and  a  picture  which  I  was  painting 
was  in  full  progress,  my  life  was  happy,  my 
days  fully  occupied,  when  one  evening,  at  a 
single  blow,  all  sense  of  security  was  shattered. 

Tracey  and  I  were  returning  home,  when 
we  saw  standing  on  the  balcony  of  the  little 
hotel  the  slight  and  graceful  figure  of  Miss 
Hamilton. 

“  Good  Heavens  1  ”  I  could  not  help 
exclaiming  ;  the  blood  rushed  back  to  my 
heart  and  I  felt  my  face  turning  cold. 

My  violent  start  and  words  of  constern¬ 
ation  caused  Tracey  to  turn  and  glance  at 


rhat  is  the  matter  ?  ”  he  asked, 
o  you  see  that  lady  standing  there  ?  ” 
see  a  remarkably  pretty  girl.  Is  she 
i  flame,  Phenays  ?  In  the  name  of 

saw  her  once  before,”  I  gasped.  “  I 
never  to  meet  her  again.  What  has 


*“Ifyo"ukn 
But  I  had 


ily  spoken  the  words 
>n,  having  seen  us  both, 
her  hand  to  me  with  a  gesture  of 


recognition,  a _ 

ping  down  the  steps  of 
“  Mr.  Phenays,  she 
good  fortune  do  we  i 


:claimed,  “  by  wb 
it  ?  How  do  y 
bo  your  friend.” 
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movement  of  the  dog  She  neve,;  «  me 
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“Very  well,”  he  said.  “Now  Helen.”  He  Costa,”  I  said.  “Supposing  the  diamonds 
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understand  the  better  the  description  I  am  “  Very  well  indeed.  In  fact,  he  is  working 
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